Epilogue

MR, GOLSPIE, pottering about in his cabin,
would not have known she was moving off if
he had not suddenly seen a blue funnel go
wandering across the open porthole. He could feel no
motion, but then she was not moving under her own
steam, but was being taken out of the docks by tugs.
Mr. Golspie put his head into the next cabin, where his
daughter was still fussing about with her things. "We're
off/' he said, grinning at her, Lena showed no sign of
excitement. You might have thought she had been
travelling to the River Plate all her life.

"Coming out?" said her father.

"Not yet. Are we really going? There doesn't seem
to be any excitement/'

"There isn't. If that's what you want, we ought to
have gone on a liner and then you'd have had palaver
enough-kissing and crying and cheering and God knows
what. These boats do it quietly."

"Well, I'm disappointed. But 111 come out when
there's something to see and I've put these things away.
I'm rather tired of staring at these silly docks, though.
Tell me when anything happens."

He nodded, grinned again at her, then withdrew, and
went out on to the main deck, where several of the other
passengers were standing. There were only a dozen
passengers, all told, for this was primarily a cargo boat.
One of these fellow travellers caught Mr. Golspie's eye,
nodded, and then came nearer. They had exchanged a
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